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Chopin, Sand and her children occupied the
three large, vaulted cells, which looked south-
wards on to a garden of pomegranates, lemon-
trees and orange-trees. Chopin, writing to
Fontana just after Christmas, asks his friend to
picture this huge Carthusian monastery, stuck
down between rocks and sea, and to imagine him,
minus white gloves and hair-curling, as pale as
ever, in a cell with such doors as Paris never had
for gates. The cell was shaped like a tall coffin,
with an enormous, dusty vaulting and a small
window. Outside the window were fruit-trees,
palms and cypresses ; opposite the window was
his bed on rollers. Beside the bed was a kind of
writing-table, and on it a leaden candlestick,
which was a great luxury. A strange place !
" You could scream and there would still be
silence." Nature was benevolent but the people
were thieves, because they never saw strangers and
so did not know how to fix values. Oranges could
be had for nothing, but a trouser-button cost a
fortune. As for the cost of delivering a piano-
forte, that was prohibitive. For weeks Chopin
had been longing for the instrument that Pleyel
had despatched to him. Now, at last, it had
arrived at the port, but was still held up because
the custom-house was demanding a heavy pay-
ment. This privation and his illness had delayed
his promised compositions ; but, at the beginning
of 1839, Chopin wrote again to Fontana, sending
the complete set of Preludes and giving full in-
structions for the apportioning of the proceeds.